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	1. Chapter 1

"_...married." _The git was getting married. Hermione sighed as she put down the newspaper. Of course, she'd read about him and his "girlfriend" in the Prophet for the last couple of months. They had been together since the War ended. Hermione supposed this wasn't a surprise. She didn't mean anything to him, she was just a hole he could fill himself in. Nevertheless, the news of his engagement still hurt her. It hurt her so much, she had been reading the article all day.

She was interrupted from her thoughts as she heard a knocking at the door. She slowly got up and opened it, to reveal an agitated looking Ron Weasley.

"Have you seen the Prophet, then?" He inquired. Almost as if on cue, Hermione began to cry. As the tears were streaming down her face, Ron engulfed her in a hug. "Oh, Mione...It's going to be alright". She nodded and wiped away her tears hastily.

"I'm not even sure why I'm crying to be honest", she said. Ron looked at her; he knew why she was crying. She loved the slimy git, something he could never understand why. But, as his best friend was crying, and clearly upset, he didn't have the heart to kick her while she was already down.

Ron led Hermione to her couch, and sat her down. He sat down awkwardly next to her. "Is there anything I can do?" he asked her. She simply shook her head. Him being there was enough.

Ron was the only one who knew about the relationship she harbored with a certain Slytherin. She was surprised at how well he took the news. Well, it hadn't exactly been news. Hermione didn't want anyone to find out about her liaisons with the former Slytherin. It wasn't planned. She was just vulnerable after Ron had broken up with her. He had said that they just weren't compatible. He was right, of course, but that didn't stop her from hurting. So she got pissed drunk, and she ended up in bed with none other than Draco Malfoy.

It just escalated from there. They had an agreement of sorts, in which he'd use her body, and she would forget about Ron. This was three years ago. Anyways, one day, Ron had apparated into her flat and barged into her bedroom. There, he found Hermione, who was on all fours and tied to her headboard, as well as blindfolded, being taken from behind by Draco Malfoy. Because of the state they were in, he assumed it wasn't consensual and started firing off spells. Hermione put on a silk robe and shoved him out into the hallway, closing her bedroom door behind her.

She explained to him the arrangement they had. He didn't agree with it at first, but soon became supportive and the only one of Hermione's friends who knew.

Ron cleared his throat, which brought Hermione back into the present. She realized it had been thirty minutes, and she hadn't uttered a word. "Well, I suppose I shouldn't be too surprised. They have been together since the end of the War".

"Hermione, you know it's okay to be upset about this, right?" Ron asked her. She sighed. She didn't want to seem weak, so she just brushed it away. "Are you hungry?" she asked him, desperate to change the subject.

Sensing she didn't want to talk about it, he merely nodded. "So, Angelina is pregnant", he informed the witch in front of him. Angelina was married to Ron's older brother, George.

"Oh, how wonderful!" Hermione exclaimed. Soon, the duo began talking about their friends and family, and thoughts of Draco Malfoy were long gone.

Once Ron was well fed, he made to leave. "Just let me know if you need anything", he told her, before kissing her on the cheek and disapparating.

Hermione sighed and sat down near the window sill. Rain had begun to pour and she could see an owl in the distance. As she realized it was coming towards her apartment, she opened the window.

A beautiful eagle owl had let itself in, dropping a letter by Hermione's feet. She gave him a treat and some water, before he flew out into the stormy night.

The letter was short:  
>My Flat. Midnight. Wear Minimal Clothing<br>D.M.

Hermione sighed. She didn't know whether she would go or not yet. He was going to be married after all. It was one thing when he was just seeing Astoria, when they weren't so serious. Of course, Hermione thought to herself, it was a marriage of convenience. Lucius hadn't let go of his blood supremacist ideologies, and Draco could marry no one less than a perfect, pure-blood woman. That's where Astoria came in. She was affluent, beautiful, and pure-blood. Any wizard would be lucky to have her.

Hermione knew it was nothing more than a marriage for show. He didn't love her. But then again, he didn't love Hermione, either. She was just there, she supposed, as someone who would piss Lucius off the most. Harry Potter's mudblood best friend.

Hermione sighed once again. She would go see him tonight, she thought. But, today would be the last day. She couldn't stand the thought of being his mistress, while he was married. She looked at the clock.

11:27.

She had roughly thirty minutes before she had to leave. She decided to take a bath to de-stress. Once the bath was drawn, she sunk into the tub and closed her eyes, letting her mind wander.


	2. Chapter 2

At 11:58, Hermione took a deep breath and looked at herself in the mirror. She didn't have any makeup on, and all she was wearing was a satin robe. She supposed she may be making it too easy for Draco, but she decided that she didn't care. This was the last time she was going to see him. She didn't want to linger around putting her clothes on.

Once the clock turned to midnight, she went to her fireplace and flooed over to Draco's flat.

No sooner than her feet landed on the receiving end, had she been swept up into someone's strong arms. Draco's lips were everywhere: On hers, on her neck, her cheeks. He pulled her the knot of her robe, revealing she had nothing on underneath. He growled. "You little minx. When I told you to come in minimal clothing, I had no idea you'd come so...well prepared".

He then latched onto her throat and began sucking. Hermione moaned in pleasure. He stopped sucking on her neck long enough to lead her to the large window that overlooked London. He turned her around so that her front was pressed against the glass. "You're so sexy", he whispered in her ear. He trailed his fingers along her sides, brushing her breasts and resting his hands on her small waist.

He swiftly turned her around, and before she could say anything, he was on his knees. He lifted one of her legs up and began placing kisses on the insides of her thighs. He was getting closer and closer to her center. "Draco...please", she moaned.

Her breathy voice only made him smirk and tease her more. Finally, his tongue found her wet center. He latched onto her and sucked hard, eliciting a loud moan from the witch above her.

Suddenly, Draco's fireplace went green. Someone was flooing into his apartment, but the duo were too preoccupied to notice. That is, until Narcissa Malfoy cleared her throat. Hermione looked at her with wide eyes. She used her hands, which were buried in his hair, pushing him closer to her center, to push him away with haste. She used wandless magic to summon her robe, pulling it tightly around her.

"Mother", Draco drawled. He had just gotten up and straightened his clothes, wiping his mouth.

Narcissa looked at Hermione with distaste. "Draco", she began, "what is the meaning of this? You're getting married in less than a month". Narcissa was trying to avoid the muggleborn witch standing behind her son.

"A marriage for show, Mother. Astoria and I are not in love, we will never be in love", Draco replied to his mother.

"So you'd sneak around with a mu-ggleborn witch, even though you are marrying one of the most prestigious witches of the age?"

Hermione huffed. She realized what Narcissa was about to say. Mudblood. She had only caught herself for Draco's sake. "Father married you and still had his whores. I'm doing nothing less".

Draco knew this was a low blow, but he didn't care. Now it was his mother's turn to huff. "I'm here to inform you that we are having the Greengrasses over for dinner tomorrow evening. It would do well for you to show up, on time, I might add". With that, she turned and flooed out.

"Sorry about that, Granger", Draco turned and said to Hermione. She cleared her throat. "I really should be leaving". She could see his eyes harden as he glared at her.

"Why? Because of my mother?"

"I don't want to be your whore any longer". Hermione was surprised how calmly she said this, without a quiver in her voice.

She made to walk past him, but he grabbed her arm roughly and pulled her close to him. "It's not like you can't find any other willing witch", she told him.

"I don't _want_ another witch. I want you", he told her in response. Before she had time to respond, he kissed her, hard. She gasped, and he took this opportunity to shove his tongue into her mouth. She could taste herself on him. She relented and gave into the kiss. After what seemed like an eternity, he let her go. They stood there, panting and staring at one another.

"Malfoy", Hermione said softly. "It was one thing to sneak around when you were just courting Astoria. That was three years ago. I should have guessed the two of you would eventually get engaged, but since it took so long, I guess I had hope. It's not like you owe me or anything. After all, I knew the terms of this agreement when we started. But now, I wouldn't just be sleeping with Draco Malfoy. I'd be sleeping with someone's husband, and I can't do that anymore".

"Granger...I...care...about you. Astoria means nothing to me, but I have to marry her".

"And just like you have to do what's best for you, I have to do what's best for me. Goodbye, Draco".

Saying his name felt foreign on her tongue. She walked to the floo without looking back, and then flooed to her apartment. When she landed, she crumpled into a heap on the floor and that's when the tears came.

* * *

><p>So, the first two chapters are up! Please let me know what you guys think :)<p>

XX, Gracie


	3. Chapter 3

Draco awoke the next morning in his bed. He had forgotten about the events the night before, but as soon as he opened his eyes, the memories came rushing back to him.

He hadn't thought of what would happen with his relationship with Hermione when he got engaged. He supposed he sort of just assumed that they would continue whatever they had going. He didn't understand why it was all of a sudden a big deal. They had been sneaking around behind Astoria's back for three bloody years now.

He sighed as he stepped into the shower. He wasn't sure how he felt about the muggleborn witch. All his life, he had been taught hatred towards people of that background. But he found her intriguing. She was beautiful, there was no doubt about that. And he did care for her, he wasn't lying when he said that.

But, he never thought about being with her as more than just fuck buddies. They would occasionally eat breakfast with one another, but it did not stretch beyond that. Sure, they talked when they were both coming down from their high and regaining their breath. They'd lay in the aftermath of their activities and talk on an intellectual level that Draco couldn't with anyone else. After he had washed himself thoroughly, he stepped out of the shower, waved his wand to dry himself, and put on a pair of grey slacks and a white button up shirt.

He wandered out into his kitchen, looking for something to eat. He heard the floo activate from the kitchen. He looked up and saw his best mate, Blaise Zabini, stepping into his living room.

He smirked and said, "I kind of thought Granger would be here".

Much like Ron, Blaise was the only one who knew of the relationship Draco harbored with the Gryffindor princess. It had been a morning, much like this one, and he had come in by floo. He was going to shout for Draco when he saw a witch in Draco's shirt, and wearing nothing else. Her back was turned away from him, but he could suspect the witch in front of him was gorgeous. Draco wouldn't go for anything less.

He cleared his throat, to which Hermione dropped the bowl she was holding. It shattered, and she turned to face a wide eyed Blaise. "Holy hell...Granger?"

Draco had come outside and shooed Blaise away, promising to give him details later.

"She was here last night, but she...she broke things off", Draco murmured.

"Is that really a surprise, mate?"

At this, Draco glared at the dark skinned wizard.

Blaise continued, "No, no, I mean I don't know Granger that well, but I do know she wouldn't be okay with being your mistress. I was surprised she has stuck with you for this long". He snorted at this.

Draco sighed. "I guess I just thought she'd be okay with it since she has been for three years. She told me I could find another willing witch, but I don't want another, Blaise. I want her. And she wants me, too. I can feel it".

Blaise laughed at this. "Okay, so what are you going to do? Seduce her the next time you see her?"

At this suggestion, Draco smirked. "Why not? It'll be proof enough she wants me, too. Once I can show her that, perhaps she'll agree to carry on as my mistress".

"You do know the next time you're going to see her is at your engagement ball?"

Draco raised and eyebrow. "And?"

"_And, _what you're going to run off and have a secret rendezvous with Granger while people around you are celebrating your engagement to Astoria?"

At this, the blonde Slytherin smirked more. "That's exactly what I'm going to do, Blaise".

"What makes you think she'll be at the party?"

Draco snorted at this. Of course his mother had invited the golden trio, it was good for publicity. Seeing Harry, Ron, and Hermione at an event for two Slytherins was enough for people to think the Malfoys had really changed. And the trio, in turn, would show up because they didn't want to seem like they were unforgiving. Yes, it was the perfect plan.

Draco calculated in his head how long he had. It was Thursday, and the ball was on the following evening. All he had to do was get through this dinner tonight, he thought to himself.

* * *

><p>Hermione had been up for hours when she heard knocking at her door. Once more, she opened the door to reveal Ron. He had brought her lilies, her favorite flower. "Oh, Ronald, they're beautiful", she said taking them from his outstretched arms. She filled a vase with water, placed the flowers in it, and put the vase on the window sill.<p>

"How are you, Mione?"

"Ron, you needn't worry about me. I'm fine, really. I guess I've just been having a lapse in judgement for the past three years, but it's over and I am moving on".

"So, are you going to the ball, then?"

"Ball? What ball?" she inquired.

Almost as if on cue, a barn owl swept through her window, dropping a parchment on the ground. She opened it, her eyes scanning the letter, and she groaned.

"You don't have to go, Mi. Harry and I will be there, as well as Ginny. You can just say you're sick".

"No, Ron. I don't want to give Malfoy the satisfaction of driving me away. I can do this. I'll go". She told him.

"Well, we're doing brunch at Harry and Ginny's. I stopped by to ask if you wanted to come".

Hermione nodded her head. She hadn't eaten anything and realized for the first time since waking up how hungry she was. "Let me just change". She put on a white sundress and brown pumps.

"Hermione, you might want to put a glamour on your face" Ron told her. At her appalled look, he quickly said, "no, it's just your eyes are blotchy. You don't want Harry and Ginny asking questions, now do you?"

She laughed at this while shaking her head. She applied the glamour her friend had suggested, and they headed off to the Potter's arm in arm.

* * *

><p>Don't get used to these chapters being published so quickly, haha. I've had a lot of inspiration lately, but schoolwork is picking up. Anyways, the third installment.<p>

I realized I haven't been putting disclaimers on my chapters, so I'll say it once for the whole story: I don't own anything.

Also, I'm having a hard time coming up with a title, so if any of you have ideas, shout them out!

XX, Gracie


	4. Chapter 4

Brunch went by quickly for Hermione. As expected, Ginny was on Hermione about dating again. "You haven't dated anyone since you and Ron broke up", the ginger witch quipped.

At this, Ron caught Hermione's eye and smirked. "Gin, I'm just focusing on work right now", Hermione started, "I'm only 21". A trend among wizards was to marry and bear children at a young age, something Hermione never quite understood.

Harry and Ginny themselves had gotten married right after the war, when Harry was only 18, and Ginny 17. And now, they were discussing children!

"So, you're going to Malfoy's engagement stag?" Harry asked her.

Hermione's breath caught in her throat at the mention of his name. "Actually, I was hoping I could go with Ronald, as friends", she said looking over at her friend.

His ears tinged pink and he said, "Oh...well I kind of already asked someone".

"Who?" Hermione, Ginny, and Harry said at the same time. At this question, the redhead's ears went full red.

"Padma Patil", he said.

"Oh", was Hermione's response.

"I'm really sorry, Hermione, I didn't know you'd want to go together".

"Oh, nonsense, it's really fine!"

Hermione meant this. She was happy for her friend, and hoped things would work out between Ron and Padma. She knew they hadn't spoken much since the night of the Yule Ball their fourth year, and had recently reconnected.

Ginny looked at Hermione. "We have to find you someone, too!" she squealed.

"Hermione sighed, looking at Harry for help. He gave her a helpless look, indicating he knew nothing would stop Ginny.

"What about Cormac?" Ginny asked.

Hermione gagged. "No, thank you", she told her friend.

Ginny put her finger on her chin and made a face of concentration. "Hmm, what about Dean Thomas?" she asked her.

While Dean was attractive, Hermione couldn't deny that, it would be too weird since Ginny had gone out with him in their Hogwarts days.

"No, Gin, seriously, it's fine" Hermione told the other witch firmly.

"Mione, please let me do this for you! Ohh, there's this new auror that works with Harry and Ron and he's absolutely delicious" Ginny said.

Hermione thought about it. Ginny did have good taste in men, and she didn't want Draco to think she couldn't get a date.

She looked over at her two best friends as if to ask their opinion. "Are you talking about Carter", Ron asked his sister.

She smiled and nodded.

"Oh Carter Beaumont", Ron started, "Mi, he's perfect for you!" Harry nodded in agreement.

Hermione choked on her drink. "Carter Beaumont, the French bachelor?" she said skeptically.

Hermione had heard of him. He was wealthy and halfblood, and much like Draco Malfoy, a total womanizer. He was France's most eligible bachelor, even though he didn't reside there any longer. He had lived in England for the greater part of his life, but went back to France during the war.

He was also, as Ginny had stated, very delicious.

"That's the one", Ginny said. "Now, I know what you're thinking, Mi. I know the tabloids like to paint him as this womanizing wizard, but he's not. He's actually very sweet and kind". Hermione mulled over it for a few seconds. She smiled at her friend and said, "Fine, I guess I'll go with him, if he wants to". Ginny squealed and told Harry and Ron to figure that out.

"We have to get dresses!"

Hermione bit her lip. She had been thinking of wearing a dress she had in the back of her closet. She had never worn it, and it was beautiful. The only thing was _he _had gotten it for her. She decided to wear it anyways.

"Actually, I have something I'm going to wear already. But, I'll go with you".

Ginny nodded and flicked her wand so that all the dishes landed in the sink. She kissed Harry and then the two girls were off the Diagon Alley to find Ginny a dress.

* * *

><p>Draco's day went by quickly, and soon he was getting ready for this dinner. He put on a white button up shirt and tucked it into his black slacks. Next, he put on some cologne and let his hair free, falling into his face a little.<p>

Once he was ready, he flooed to the Manor.

Astoria and her parents were already there, as were his parents. Also joining them was Astoria's sister, Daphne, and her husband, Theo Nott.

"Astoria", Draco said, kissing her hand.

She smiled back and said, "Hello, Drake".

He greeted Lady Greengrass next, then his mother, then Daphne. He shook hands with the Greengrass patriarch and then Theo.

"Now that we're all here, we can sit down" Narcissa said.

"I wasn't sure you'd make it on time, Draco. According to your mother, you were a bit...preoccupied when she came to see you last night" his father drawled. He looked into his father's menacing eyes. He knew they'd have a talk about Hermione later.

"Of course, I wouldn't miss anything this important" Draco replied back to his father.

Over dinner, they talked about wedding preparations, as well as the final preparations for the engagement the following night. While the women chatted away about that, the men discussed more pressing issues, like the new Minister of Magic.

After dinner was over, Draco, Astoria, Daphne, and Theo went out into the gardens.

Theo and Daphne had snuck away. Draco looked in the general direction they went in and sighed. He wondered what it would be like to marry someone he truly loved. He thought about Hermione for a split second, but then shook his head. No, he wasn't in love with the muggleborn witch. He had developed some type of feelings for her, though. After all, they had been sleeping together for three years.

He was brought out of his thoughts by Astoria.

"I'm excited about the ball tomorrow. I've just received the most gorgeous dress, darling".

Draco smiled tightly. "I can't wait to see you in it".

Draco knew the younger witch was infatuated with him. In fact, she had been since the Hogwarts days.

He liked Astoria, he did. He just didn't want to marry a pureblood airhead. He thought about what would happen if she found out he had been stepping out on her. She'd be devastated. This realization almost made Draco think to not seduce Hermione at the ball.

But then he thought about her hot body, naked, and writhing underneath him. This thought made him hard, and he had to think of other things to bring his erection down.

He knew that as a pureblood woman, Astoria was a virgin. He just couldn't imagine sleeping with the blonde, no matter how gorgeous she was.

Before he knew it, they had made a full circle around the gardens. Astoria had been talking about the wedding, but as he hadn't been paying attention, he just smiled at her and nodded. The Greengrasses and Notts gathered their things, said goodbye and headed out.

Draco was about to head out as well, when he heard his father say, "Draco. My study. Now". Draco walked into the study, his father following close behind him.

"She's just a good fuck, father", Draco said before his father could even get a word out. His back was turned away from his father.

"Just as bloody well, it ends. You are in no position to be stepping out on your wife, Draco" Lucius said.

Draco scoffed, "Why not? You did".

"This isn't about me, son. Besides, there is a clause in the marriage contract which prohibits infidelity", Lucius said with a smirk.

Draco turned around to face his father. "What?"

Lucius just nodded his head, his smirk strengthening.

He looked over at the door, as if to dismiss Draco. Draco slowly walked out of his father's study, and said goodbye to his mother.

He flooed back to his apartment. He'd have to be loyal. It wasn't something that would be hard, he didn't want to sleep around. No, he only wanted to sleep with one witch. He was furious at his father for adding the clause.

This just meant he had to be with Hermione as many times as he could before he got married.

* * *

><p>So, not entirely happy with this chapter, but that's fine. Hope you guys enjoy it!<p>

Carter Beaumont. I'm thinking of all the fine men he should look like, and so I'm having a poll:

Should he look like:

Alex Pettyfer, Theo James, or Stephen Amell

Also, you guys can write in someone who you'd want it to be. I'm trying to make it someone who would look good with Emma Watson :)

XX,

Gracie


	5. Chapter 5

Thanks for all the wonderful reviews! Most of the people who voted, voted for Alex Pettyfer, so he's going to be Carter! I know I suck for taking so long for this chapter! SORRY GUYS! Without further ado, Chapter 5:

* * *

><p>The day of the ball dawned. Hermione went about her business as usual. She had spent the previous evening with Ginny, trying to find the red headed witch the perfect dress.<p>

Hermione was nervous about Carter. She had seen his picture in various wizarding magazines, labeling him a player. Ginny, Ron, and Harry had assured her these were nothing but rumors, but Hermione still had her guard up.

She was excited, though. Even if he was a bachelor, he wasn't bad to look at. Most of her nerves came from thinking about how Draco would react. They hadn't seen each other since she had said goodbye. A part of her wanted to run back to him, but she knew it was stupid. He couldn't take care of her like she wanted him to. Like she needed him to.

She thought back to the day she realized she could never be anything to Draco.

_Hermione had a rough day at work. She needed to let loose, so she went home, took a shower, and flooed directly to Draco's. He looked surprised when he saw her. He was sitting on his couch, reading a book. He stood up when she arrived. Before he could get a word out, she pounced on him. _

_She jumped up, wrapping her legs around his waist with such force, he was knocked backwards onto the couch. She was straddling him, now, and she leaned down to kiss him. he responded to the kiss almost immediately. She began to grind herself onto him, her pencil skirt pulled up to her waist. Draco began to kiss her neck. He started unbuttoning her white button up slowly. As each button was released, her creamy skin was exposed. _

_He finally got to the last button, and she shrugged off the shirt. She pulled his v neck shirt over his neck, desperate to get some skin on skin contact. _

_As the kissing grew more demanding, Draco reached around and unhooked her bra, revealing her chest. He unlatched himself from her mouth and moved his down to one of her breasts. He took a nipple into his mouth and sucked, hard, while his hand worked her other breast. _

_She threw her head back and moaned. She hopped off of him, shimmying out of her skirt and panties. She then knelt in front of him and undid the button on his trousers. She pulled down his boxers and pants at the same time, letting his hard cock spring free. She immediately took it into her mouth. _

_"God, Granger", Draco moaned above her. She began bobbing her head up and down his cock, while he buried his hand in her hair and guided her. _

_She let his cock hit the back of her throat and moaned. "I need you, now", he breathed. He pulled her up and laid her down on the couch. He hovered above her, looking into her eyes. He slowly entered her. _

_They both moaned at the contact. Once he was all the way in, he began thrusting. Slowly at first, before gaining speed._

_"Oh my God, Draco!" Hermione screamed. She was writhing beneath him, moaning and lifting her hips to meet each of his thrusts. _

_Her moans only egged him on further, and he started going faster. He knew he was going to come soon, but she hadn't. He reached down, in between their bodies, and began making circles on her clit with his thumb. Her moaning grew louder and more frantic. _

_"Please don't stop!" _

_He moved his hand faster, until her walls clamped around him and she was shaking. "Oh, God, yes!" she screamed as she came. _

_Once she was down from her high, Draco began thrusting into her quickly. He was close, and Hermione could tell. _

_"Come for me, baby", she whispered. That was all it took for him to explode. _

_Exhausted, he collapsed on top of her, his dick still inside of her._

_He rolled off of her and began dressing. She did the same. _

_"You're being awfully quiet, Granger", he said. "Is something wrong?" _

_They had been at this for about a year and a half. She chose Draco because she didn't think she could ever fall for him, and she believed they could have sex, no strings attached. _

_"No, I'm fine", she said, rather unconvincingly, looking down. The truth was, she was falling for him. Hard. She just didn't know where he stood. He was still "seeing" Astoria. _

_He chuckled. _

_"Granger. Clearly there's something bothering you. Out with it". _

_"What am I to you?" she blurted without quite meaning to. She quickly looked up to see his face. His eyes widened for a fraction of a second, before they were back to normal. He didn't say anything at first. He just studied her._

_"I care about you", he finally said, choosing his words carefully. _

_"You _care _about me?" she stated, looking at him blankly._

_He looked uneasy. "I thought you knew what this was when we started". _

_"That was a bloody year and a half ago. So what we've been shagging for almost 2 years, and you just 'care' about me? Have you ever wanted anything...more?" _

_Tears were threatening to spill from her eyes, but she held them back. She didn't want to cry in front of him. _

_"I don't know what you want from me. I told you when this started we couldn't be together!" His voice was steadily increasing, as was hers. _

_"Why? Because of your family and their ancient views on blood purity? I didn't fight in a war just to be someone's bloody doormat because of my 'dirty blood'". _

_Now they were both screaming. She continued, "If you want to be with me, then fucking choose me, Malfoy". He opened his mouth to retaliate, but she stopped him before he could. "DON'T say you don't want me. I see the way you look at me. The way we talk. It's like we're in a relationship, but you're hiding me". _

_"And you know damn well why I'm hiding you! I'd be disowned. I would have nothing. I would be nothing!"_

_"You would have me", she stated, quietly this time. _

_He walked over to her and cupped her cheek. She pulled away from him. _

_"I'm not sure if I can keep doing this", she told him. And then she walked away, believing she wouldn't see him again. _

_Over the next couple days, she hadn't heard from him. She got home from work one day, and he had been there, waiting. He apologized to her, told her that if things were different they'd have a chance. And she'd listened. _

_She regretted going back to him every day since that point, but she couldn't walk away. She loved him. _

Hermione sighed as she thought back on that memory.

She was just glad she finally broke things off with him. He was a bloody coward, she was thinking to herself.

She sighed once more, before looking at the clock. It was time for her to get ready for the ball. She would face Draco Malfoy, wearing her stunning dress, and show him what he was missing.

* * *

><p>I hope you all enjoyed this chapter! Next chapter will be the ball!<p>

XX,

Gracie


End file.
